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CHAPTER V.,

HE Connan Dally Tocsin of the
followlng mornlog ' veutured
the amsertion™ upon s frout
page that “the weeue nt the

Pike manslon wos one of unalloyed
festivity, musle and mirth; a falry
bower of aley (gures warting here und
there to the throb of wilts strulns;
veritublo temple of Terpaichore, shin
log forth with a myrind of lghts,
which, together with the generous pro-
fuslon of floral decorntions and the
mingled dellghts afforded by Minds'
orchestrn of Indinnapolis and Caterer
Jotes of Obleago, was In all likelibood
never horetofore surpussed 1o wlegince
In our clty, Only one Incldent,” the
Tooslnn remarked, “"marred on other-
wise perfect oceaslon, and out of re-
gard for the culprit's famlly connes
tlons, which are prominent ln our so-
clal world, we withhold hls name, Sof
fice It to say that through the vigllanes
of Mr. Norberd Fliteroft, gravdson of
Colonel A, A, Fliteroft, who Ill'ﬂ\'t‘d
bimself a tharovgh Leecoq (the cele
brated French detectivel, the rmscal
wits sétlzed apd recognlzed Mr. Flit
eroft, hoaviog discovered hilm 1o blding,
had o cordon of walters denwn up
prownd ble hiding place, which was the
charmingly decorated slde plazea of
the Plke manslon, and sent for Jodge

Piko, who came upon the lutruder by
surprise.  MMe evaded the Judge's Iu
dignant grasp, but recelved a well
werlted blow over the hedd from a
poker which the Judge had concenlef
about his person while pretending to
appronch the hiding place casually
Attracted to the seene by the crles of
Mr. Fliteroft, who, standing behind
Juidge Plke, accldentally recelved a
blow from the same weapan, all the
guests of the eveulng sprang to view
the scene, only to behold the culprit leap
through 4 crevice between the strips
of canvas which Inclosed the plarza
He won selged by the colored conch
man of the mansion, Sam Warden, and
immediately pounced upon by the cor
don of Caterer Jones' dusky assiatants
from Chleago, who were o ambush
outalde. Unfortunately after a brief
struggle be maoaged to trip Wanlen
and, the others stumbling upon the
proatrate body of the latter, to make
his escape In the darkness*

Not quite u mile above the northern
most of the factories on the water front
there projected Into the river near the
end of the crescent bend nbove the
town a long pler, relle of steamboat
days, rotting now and many years
fallen from s maritime oses. About
midway of Its length stood a huge,
erngy shed, long ngo utlllzed a8 o
froight storervom.  This  had been
patched and propped, and a dangerons
looking vernnda attnehed to It, over
honglpg the water.  Above the door
wiy wis placed a slgn whereon might
be rend the words, “Beaver Beach
Mike's Place” ‘Ihe shore end of the
pler was ao rulnous thiat passage wWits
offered by n siugle row of planks,
which presented un appenrance so tem.
porary an well ns lnsecure thiat one
might bave guessed thelr office to be
something In the n:,mru of n draw.
bridge. TFrom theso  narrow path ran
through o marsh left by the receding
plver to a conntry rand of desolite ap-
pearance. Hero there was i rough in:
closure or corral, with some tumble:
down sheds which afforded shelter on
the night of Joseph Louden's disgrace
for o number of shaggy teams attached
to those decrepit and musty vehicles
known pleturesquely and aceurately as
night huwks,

By 8 o'clock Joy at Mike's placo had
become beyond question unconfined,
and the tokens of It were audible for
a long distance In all directions, [f,
howevor, there ls no sound where no
ear hears, sllence rested upon the coun:
tryalde un®l an hour Iater, Then n
lonely figure came shivering from the
direction of the town not by the road,
but slinking through the snow upon the
frozen river. It enme slowly, a8 though
vory tired, and cnutionsly, too, often
turning ita head to look bebind. Floal-
ly It reached the pler and stopped s it
to listen.

Within the house above a plano of
evil life was belng beaten to death for
ita alns and clamoring its last cries
horribly. The old shed rattled In every
part with the thud of many heavy feet
and trembled with the shock of nolse,
an lncessant roar of men's volees, punc.
tunted with women's screams. Then
the rlot quieted somewhat, There was
a elapping of bands, and & violin be-
gan to squeak measures futended to be
orlental. The next moment the listener
scrambled up one of the rotting plies
and stood upon the verands, A shaft
of red light through n broken shutter
struck ncross the fgure above the
shoulders, revealing a bloody handker-
ehief clumsily knotted about the head
and beneath 1t the face of Joo Louden.

Joo opened the door and went in. All
of the merry company (who were able)
tarned ahinrply toward the door ad it

, One or two nenrest thal drt:r

ked the boy, without great curlosity,
.w.lut bad huppened to his head. He
merely shook It falntly ln roply and

! eposned the rooto 1o ap open Lnllwoy

beyond. At the end of this he came o
a frowey bedroow, the door of which
stood ajar. Beated ot a deal tuble and
worklng by & di loop with o broken
chimney, n close eropped, red boarded,
red halred mun (o bis slirt sleeves was

Jabbing gloomily ot o eolamn of Bgures |

serawled In a dirty lodger. e looked

rn to the next fence, holstod himsel!
woearlly over It and dropped into Roger
Tabor's back yari.

The place seemed empty, and he was
o the polut of golng away when e
hoeard the click of the front gate and
saw Arlel coming toward him, At the
sound of the gate he had crovched
close agalost the wlde of the house
but she saw bim ot once,

Hhe atoppod abruptly and, throwing
the watorproof back from her head,
looked at him through the driven fog
of snow. One of her bands was
stretched toward bim  Involuntarily,
aud It ‘was lu that ottitede that he
long rememberad hor-—-uho looked an
Undine of the suow,

Buddenly she ran to him, still Keep
tog her lond outstretched antil 1t
touched his own,

“FHow dld you know me?" he sald,

“Know you!* was all the auswer she
made to that question, “Come Into the
house. I've got some coffee ou the
wtove for you, 1've bheew up and down
the stroot walting for you ever sluce It
began o get lght. There's no one
bere,”

up an Jou appeured in the doorway, and
hils eyes shiowed o slight surprise,

“1 never thought ye had the temper |
to git somebody to split yer hoad," sald |
be. “Where'd yo collect it |

Mo unwound the Laudkerchlef and !
removed It from Joe's bend gently, |
Whoo'™ he crled as o Jong gosh waos
expaned over the forchead. "l hope ye
left # wmark somewlere to pay a little
on the seore o' this!™

Joe chuckled nnd dropped  dlesily
back upon the plllow, **Thers was an
other who got something lke IL" be
gnaped feebly, "and, ob, Mike, 1 wish
vou conld have heard him golng on!
Porlings you dld. 1t was oply three
willon frow bere,"

“Nothilng I'd Nked  better!™ sald the
wher, Lrluglug n boa=in of clear waler
from o stand In the cofner. “IU's n
bonutiful thiug to hear o fidan” holler
when he g'ts n grand one like ye're
woarlng towight "

Me bathad the wound geolly atd,
hurrying from the room_ returned lin
rsdintely with o swall Jug of vinegar
Wetting n rag with this tender fluld, he
applisdd 1t to Joe's hend, spoaking sooth-
Ingly the while,

“Nothing In the workd ke n bit o
good] elder viuegur to koep Off the fes
terin’. It cany seem p trifle seratchy
fer the moment, but It assassinates the
tlood p'lson. There ye go! It's the fine
thing fer yo, Jue, What are ye squirm.
" about?'

“I'mi only enjoying It™ the boy an-
swered, writhing as the vinegar work
ol into the gash. “Don't you mind my
fuughing to myselr.”

“Ye're o good one, Joe!" sald the
other, continwlug his ministeations, 1
wisht, after nll, ye felt llke makin' me
known to what's the trouble. There's
sote of us would be glad to take It up
fer ye, and"—

“No, no; It's all right. | was some

where | had no business to be, and 1
got caught.”

“Who caught yel”

“Pirt some nlee white people”—Joe
smiled bis distorted smile—"and then n
low dowy black man helped me to got
away an soon as he saw who It was,
He's a friend of mine, and he fell down
and trippesd up the pursult.”

“1 always knew ye'd git into large
troulile some day.” The rel beardid
map tore o stelp from an old towel wind
beghn to baudage the boy's heml with
an accustomed hand, “Yer taste fer
excitement bag been growin' on ye ov-
ery minote of the four years I've
known ye."

“I've got $7. Joe sald, without reply
lug to Mike, “and 1’1l lenve the clothes
I've got on. Can you fix me ap with
solmething diffdeent ¥

“I'Il wve the things fer ye, and 'l
let yo know | nve no use fer 87" re-

turned the red bearded man erossly.
“What are ye sulthn® fer?”

“I'm thinking of the poor fellow thut
got the mate ty this,” sald Joe, tonch:
fng the bandage. "1 ean't help crying
when 1 think they may have used vine
gar on his head too.”

“Git to sleep If ye can!™ exclaimed |

the Samaritan ns a hideous burst of
nolse came from the dance room, where
some one seemed to be breaking a
chalr upou an acqualntapce. “T'll go
out and regulate the boys a bit" He
turned down the lamp, fumbled in bis
hip pocket and went to the door.

CHAPTER VI
HE diay broke with a seream of
wind out of the prairies aud
such cloudbursts of snow thiut
Joe could see neither bank of
tho river as ke made his way down the
big boud of lee. The wind struck #o
bitterly that now aud then le stopped
and, pantlog and gasping, leaned his
welght agalost Iit. The snow on the
ground was caught up aud few like
son spume in o bhurricane; it swirled
about hlm, Jolnlng the Nakes In the
alr, so that it seemed to be suowlng
from the ground upwurd as much ns
from the sky downward. Flerce na it
was, hard s it was to fight through,
giow from the earth, suow from the
sy, Joe was grateful for It fealing
that it velled him, making him safer,
thomgh he trusted somewhat the
ehange of costume he had effected at
Beaver Deach. A rough workman's
cap waa pulled down over his ears and
eyebrows; a knitted comfortor was
wound about the lower part of his
fuce; under a ragged overcoat he wore
Blue overalls and rubber boots, and In
one of his red mittened hands he

swung a tin dioner bucket.

He bent his body against the wind
and went on, still keeplng to the back
ways, until he came to the alley which
passed behind his own home, where,
however, he puused only for a mo-
ment to make a gulek survey of the

premises. A glauce gatisfled him; be

Ble led bim to the frout door, where
ho stamped and shook himself, He
was snow from head to foot,

Bhe wasted no time In getting him
to the kitchen, whore, when ahie had
removied his overcont, she placed bhim
In a chinlr, unwound the comforter and,
ns carefully av a vurse, 1ifed the cap
from his lujured head, -When the strip
of towel was disclosed, she stood guite
still for n moment. with the cap in bar
hand, Then, with n broken little cry,

who wtooped and kissed o lock of his
hale which escaped, discolored, beneath
e Bandnge

“Htop that!™ he commanded, horribly
embarrassed

| He looked up as Joe appeared in the
doorway,

| “Ob, joe she cried, “I knewl 1
knew It waa there, but to see it! And
It's my fault for leaving you. [ bad to
go or 1T wouldn't have—1"—

| “Where'd you bear about It¥' be
asked shortly,

“l himven't been to bed,” she answer-
ed. "Grandfather and 1 were pp all
night at Unele Jonas', and Colonel Flit-
eroft came about 2 o'clock, and he told
us."”

“IMd he tell you about Norbert?*

| "Yes—n great deal” She poured cof-
fee Into a cup from a pot on the stove,
brought It to him, then, placing some
thin slices of brend upon a gridiron,

1 began to toast them over the hot conls.

| “The colonel suld that Norbert thought
he wouldn't get well” she concluded,

I “and Ar. Arp sald Norbert was the
kiud that vever die, and they bad quite

ah nrgument.”

“Whaut were you dolng at Jonas Ta-
bor's " asked Joe, drinking his coffee,
with a brightenlng eye,

| “We were sont for,” she answered,

| “SWhat for?

She toasted the bread attentively
without replying, and when she decid-
ed that it was brown enough plled It on
a warm plate. This she brought to him
and, kneeling In front of him her el
bow on his kuee, offered for his con-
slderation, looking steadfastly up at
his eyes, e began to eat ravenously.
| “What for? he repeated. VT didn't
L auppose Jonas would let you come lu
his honse, Was he slek "

“Joe" ghe sald quletly, disvegarding
his questlons—*Joe, have you got to
run away

“Yey, 1've got 10, he answered.

“Wonld you have to go to prison If
you stayed?' She asked this with a
brenthless tensity,

“I'm not golug to beg futhier to belp
me out,” he sald determinedly, “ie
gald he wouldu't, and he'll be spared
the chance. e won't mind that; no-
body will eare! Nobody! What does
anybody care what T do?*

“Now you're thinking of Muamie!" she
erled. "1 ean anlways tell, Whenever
you don't talk naturally you're think-
ing of her!"

He poured down the last of the cof-
fee, growing rod to the tips of hje
ears. “Ariel” he sald, “if [ ever come
buack"'—

“Walt)' she lnterrupted. “Would you
have to go to prison right away if they
ecaught you?"

*Oh, It fsn't that,” he laughed sadly.
“But I'm going to clear out. I'm not
golng to take any chances. 1 want to
see other parts of the world, other
kinds of people. I might have gone,
anyhow, soon, even If it hadn't been
for last night. Dou't you ever feel that
way "

“You know I do,” ahe sald. “T've told
you-<how often! But, Joe, Joe, you
hawen't any money! You've got to have
money to livel

“You pesdu't worry about that,” re.
turned the master of 87 genlally, “I've
saved enough to take care of me for &
long time.”

“Joo, plonse! | know It o't so, If
you cotild walt Just a jittle while—onky
a fow weeks—only n fow, Joo"

“What for?"

“I could let you have aull you want.
It would be such u beantiful thing for
me, Joe, Oh, I know how you'd fevl,
You wouldn't even let me give you that
dollar I found In the strect last year,
but this would he only lending it 4o
you, and you could pay me back some
Uma" -

“Ariel! he exclnlmed and, setting his
empty cap upon the floor, took her by
the shoulders and shook her tll the
ompty plate which had held the tomst
dropped from her haod and broke into

fragments,  “You've been reading the
‘Arablan Nights!"*
“No, no!" she cried vehemently.

| “Cirandfather wonld give me anything.

He'll glve me all the money | nak for'”
“Money! anld Joe. “Which of us Is

 wandering? Money? Roger Tabor glve

you money ¥

“Not for awhile, A great many things
have to be settied frst"” >

*What things7"

“Joo," she usked carnestly, “do you
think It's bad of me not to feel things
I ought to feel?

‘x')."

“Then I'm glnd,” she sald, nnd some-
thing In the way she gpoke made him
sturt with pain, remembering the same
words, spoken In the same tone, by
nnother volee the night before on the
verandn. “I'm glad, Joe, boecanse |
seemad all wrong to myself, Uncle
Jonns died last night, and 1 haven't
been able to get sorry. Perliaps It's
because I've been so frightensd about
you, Lut I think not, for I wasn't sorry
even bLefore Colonel Fliteroft told me
about 'V-.JI.I."

“Jonns Tabor dead!™ sald Joe. “Why.
1 saw Lim oo the strest yesterday!™

“Yes, and | suaw him Just before 1
ecame out on the porch where you were,
He wos there In the hall. He and
Judge Plke had been having a long
talk. They'd been In some speculs-
tions together, und It had all turned
out well. It's very strange, but they
say pow that Uncle Jouas' heart was
wenk—he was an old man, you know,
almost elghty—and be'd been very anx-
fous about his money. The judge had
pessurded him to risk it, and theé shock
of finding that he'd made & great deal
suddenly"—

“I've heard be'd bad that same shock
before," sald Joe, “when be sold out to
your father.”

“Yes, but this was different, grand-
father says. He told me It was in one
of those big risky businesses that
Judge Plke likes to go into. And last
night It was all finished, the strain was
over, and Uncle Jonas started home.
His bouse ls only a little way from the
Plkes’, you kdow, but he dropped down
In the snow at his own gate, and some
people who were golng by saw him
fall. He was desd before grandfather
got there"

Bhe put her hand on the boy's arm.
and be let It eenain there ~rEs

still sought his with a tremulous ap-
peal.

“God blese you, Ariel!” he sald, “It's
going to be & gredt thing for you"

“Yos—yes; 1t s The tears came
suddeuly to her eves, *1 was foollsh
last night, but there had been such a
long thine of wanting things, and now—
and pow grapdfother and I can go''—

“You're going, ton!™ Joe chuekled,

“It's heartless, | suppose, but 1've
settled 1t We're golng"—

*1 know,” he eried. “*You've told me
a thousand jimes what he's sald ten
times a thousand, You're golng to
Paris."

“Parls! Yes: that's It, To Parls,
where Le can see wt last how the great
ones have painted—where the others
can show bim! To Parls, where we
can study together, where he can learn
how to put the pletares L sees upon
eanvar, and where 17

“Go on” Joe encouraged her. “1
want to bear you say it. You dont
menn that you're golug to study paint
Ing. You mean that you're going to
leirn how to make such fellows as Eu-
gene ask you to dance. Go nhead and

say It

“Yes—to learn how to dress™ she
sald.

Joe was sllent for n moment, Then

he rose and took the ragged overcoat
from the back of lis chalr. “Where's
that muter?" he asked,

She brought It from where she had
plaeed It to dry, behind the stove.

“Joe," she sald huakily, “can't you
walt til"—

“Pill the estate 1 settled nnd you
ean conx your grandfathier to"—

“No, no! But you conld go with us*

“To Parls?

“He would tuke you as his secre
tary.”

“Aha!"  Joe's volee rang out gayly
ns he rvose, refreshed by the coffee
toast and warmth slie had given bim
“You've been story reading, Arviel, ke
Bugene. ‘Secrotars!' "

“Please, Joe!"

"“Where's my tin diuner pall? 1lIe
found it himself upon the table where
be bad set It down, *I'm going o
garn & dishonest lying” he wont on
“T have an engngement to fake o
frelght at n water tank that's o feiond
of mine, half a mile south of the yawds,
Thank God, 'm golug to get oway
from Canpan!™

“Walt, Joe!" She caught at his
sleeve. *I want you to"—

He disappearsd In a white whirl-
wind,

(To be continued.)
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